CHAPTER XXXI
WELL-DESERVED DISGRACE
through all the vicissitudes of my life, it would seem a»
though circumstances had combined to make me somewhat
superstitious. Dame Fortune plays with a man whc sur-
renders himself to her caprices as a child plays with an
ivory ball on a billiard-table, pushing it hither and thither,
and laughing with joy, when by chance he sends it into thf
pocket; an expert player, who calculates speed, reaction,
distance, angles, and a crowd of other things, does what he
pleases with the ball; but Fortune is not a learned geometri-
cian, and he who abandons himself to her must stand the
hazard of the die. She seems, indeed, to take a malicious
pleasure in proving that she is not blind; she has never
raised me up except with the intention of casting me down
afterwards.
Fifteen days after Easter, the king left Madrid to go to
Aranjuez with the Court. Signer de Mocenigo invited me
to go as his guest, saying he should easily find an opportunity
for presenting me to the king. Of course I accepted, but
the day before leaving I was taken with a fever while
driving with Mengs in his carriage. I broke his window-
glasses to pieces, and alarmed him terribly. I was put to
bed, where after four hours' delirium, I began to sweat, so
abundantly that I soaked through two mattresses and the
paillasse, and watered the floor round my bed. Forty-five
hours after, the fever ceased, but I was so weak I had to
stay in bed, and did not go to Aranjuez for a week. I was
well received and well lodged in the ambassador's house,
but a boil which I had felt coining on during the day
became as big as an egg. It increased in size until it became
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